Utah State University

DigitalCommons@USU
Nighthawk Review

Eastern Campus

5-2005

The Nighthawk Review, 2005
USU Eastern English Department

Follow this and additional works at: https://digitalcommons.usu.edu/nighthawkreview

Recommended Citation
USU Eastern English Department, "The Nighthawk Review, 2005" (2005). Nighthawk Review. 14.
https://digitalcommons.usu.edu/nighthawkreview/14

This Book is brought to you for free and open access
by the Eastern Campus at DigitalCommons@USU. It
has been accepted for inclusion in Nighthawk Review
by an authorized administrator of
DigitalCommons@USU. For more information, please
contact digitalcommons@usu.edu.

COLLEGE
OFEASTERN
UTAHLIBRARIES

111111111111111111111111111111111111111111

3 3176 00022 9780

The Nighthawk
Review

The literary magazine of
the College of Eastern Utah

Spring
2005
Volume XIII

Editors
Jesse Laws
Dawn J. Wilson
Andrew Dean Miller
Cover Artist and Designer
Andrew Dean Miller
Faculty Advisors
William A. Lanier, Jr.
Nancy Takacs
Jan Minich

Contributors
---Lisa Anderson---Garrett
DeBry---Amanda
Hansen-----Andrew Hardman---Jan
Johnson-----Jesse Laws---Heather
Loggan-----Andrew Dean M iller---Robert Oliver---Kimberlee
Ritchie-----Shanna Rogers---Derreck
Wall-----E. Ivan White---Dawn J. Wilson---

College of Eastern Utah
English Department

© 2005
All rights revert to authors

SpecLH 1 .C6 NS2005
Nighthawkreview

2

Table of Contents
Poetry
E. Ivan White

Jesse Laws
Amanda Hansen

Heather Loggan
Shanna Rogers
Kimberlee Ritchie
Andrew Hardman
Andrew Dean Miller
Garret Debry
Derrek Wall

Dawn J. Wilson
Lisa Anderson

Boots 5
Rain 6
Two Lovers 7
Train 8
I'll Eat It 9
Returning the Key 10
After Listening to
Appalachian Spring 11
Emotionless I 2
Caret 12
Nothing At All 13
Shiny 14
The World 15
Throe 16
Beyond Eyes 17
ForHerl8
My Daisy 19
The Tiger 20
Ton Away 20
Magazines 21
Vigil 22
Overwhelmed 23
Life at its Finest 24

Essay/ Short Story
Lisa Anderson
Robert Oliver
Jan Johnson

Not All Prisons
Arelron 25
Suspects 29
Players 37

3

4

Boots

Boots, you stand perilously close to the
water's edge.
where is your master that he would leave
you so?
Has he left you here to seek a suicide's fate,
or, more likely,
Has the lure of the sand between his toes
proved to be irresistible, leading him
away and away.
Each crashing wave drives the foaming water
closer, boots,
Shall I give your absent owner a hand and
remove you from harm's way?
Or should I watch to see if you can rescue
yourself?
Ah, the perplexity of your master to return
and find your unaided tracks leading away.
Yet stay, you may not desire rescue since
intimate contac_t with man does not usually
produce a desire for more.
Boots, on further thought I think I will
leave you to your fate, whatever.

E. Ivan White
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Rain

Rain, you beat loudly on the window and demand
to be let in.
You are blown by the gusty wind and blot the
trees on the ridge from view.
Your volume fills the gutters and the trees
bend from the storm.
To some you come as something to fear, like
an enemy.
To me you come as friend, a bringer of life,
a sign that the world goes on.
A rainy day is a time for lazy contemplation,
a time to be soothed by your patter.
Friend, I cannot let you in, but I can come
out and say welcome.

E. Ivan White
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Two Lovers

Today as I walked upon the beach,
I met two young lovers.
While I rudely stared it was obvious that,
to them, I did not exist.
She, looking smilingly into his eyes, and
he with his arm holding her close.
As I watched I felt a myriad of emotions.
Envy, regret, love, hate, sadness a
kaleidoscope of feelings.
Envy for the companionship that only love brings,
and regret for the loss of that companionship.
Love for the two and their innocence, and hate
for the inevitable erosion of that innocence.
Sadness for the thought that for me love will never
never come again the way it did when I was young,
For I know now that all things can pass away,
even love.
I left the lovers and continued on my way alone,
with regrets.

E. Ivan White
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Train

I am standing, feet spread, straddling the tracks and
I stare hard to see them deplete into the distance,
ending in one last rectangle of worn and callused wood,
like a whisper. .. close your eyes
An earthquake begins in your heels, rumbles up your body.
You laugh as it reaches your belly and you grasp your middle,
but not to quiet it. .. to feel it, and you let your elbows knock
against your ribs, like stones against a soggy bank. Your ears
scream from the vibration of the sound-the
racing river soundendless rapids rushing to some unknown destination through you.
You shut your eyes tighter as the white water rafts towards you,
eating the miles between, swallowing the minutes between us.
The water slams each track, spinning off but rejoining again,
and steam rises from the raucous, is sucked up into your nostrils.
It is more violent the closer it appears. You are beat.

Jesse Laws
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I'll Eat It

My great bottom lip,
chapped and great for tugging on
was quivering like it wanted the Cha-Cha.
My throat was a pepper grinder way back
in the place where my coughs are born
and my skin, in little unforgettable rolls,
was peeling layers away from too-much-sun-saint-george-woo!
My nose is desperately confused
it apparently always envied the cork to a bubbly wine
and at the same unfortunate time
the click click of a sprinkler's routine.
But, I can still turn to him and ask,
"Can I fall asleep on your shoulder tonight?"
I know I'm hideous and brave.
and what did I do when he wouldn't answer?
my little fish eyes were darting insanity and overflowing,
while he simply statued
I wish I could reel the words back,
along with the tempting worm on the end.

too,

Jesse Laws
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Returning the Key

Like a stilted hut in a hurricane,
his smile collapsed
into kite-winds
funneling his musk
into her wit. A waft
of Downy, snuff and lube
to relish in when ripe.
Skirting the storm, she blinked back to scan
his junkyard, his clothesline, his air
The tango of his grey wash
winked
sparkle

Amanda Hansen
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After Listening to Appalachian

Spring

I sample Copland's "Fanfare for the Common Man"
and ponder the grassroots hero
hailed with a tin gong.
A rich tip-off from trombones propose
a salute to his
first keg stand,
first ascent up the radio tower,
first drag on the apple-tobacco hookah.
A tenor of French horns suggest
he rescued an infant girl
beneath a severed high rise or
sliced a Sequoia with 66 rings.
witnessing the plummet.
Three minutes and eight seconds later,
I've forgotten about the common man.
His life devoured by the alto tympani.

Amanda Hansen
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Emotionless

Your piercing eyes are distinguished with intentions to dive
whole heartingly thriving in each pondered thought
a sphere of lust and lies lifts the veil of uncertainty
drowned in a pool of decaying flesh
my own flesh raptures and surrenders
I hate you as hatred is only a word
emotions are discouraged

Caret

Differently appearing as two souls are one
with a glow another not to show
starlit eyes rap rhe night
hiding the bruised thigh that was once alight
friction unseen
hide tbe faces in a dream
bodies unfold
moonlit flesh scraped upon the surface of metal
your shadow lingers distorting nature

Heather Loggan
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Nothing At All

Dark corners, cracks in the wallA few whispers, nothing at all
Faceless voices, seeds are sowing,
Seeping out now nothing is growing
Filling the classroom flooding the hall,
What once was nothing, nothing at all
Happy hearts, rumours spread, they've succeededHis image they shread
Something big, used to be small
What once was nothing, nothing at all
He walks down the hall, his eyes are closed
Things they whisper, all supposed

Shanna Rogers
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Shiny

Smile everyone
Time to wear jester's togs
Time to paint your face
And wear the day.
Time to destroy
What is really you
And show what
Really isn't.
Smear your lips
With Vaseline
Slide your teeth
Easily over them
Time to pretend
To be something

Kimberlee Ritchie
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The World

A curl of flesh subsides,
And a human candy cane is made.
I'm sorry lingers
On crimson radioactive waste.
Close your eyes and fall
Into the acid-sweet lips of the junkie.
The nothing that takes up so much space.
Find her putrid high
Written all over the consciousness,
Find the ravages that she has done to herself.
Do you not see the ropes
That entangle her arms?
That strangle the soul?
Of course not.
There's nothing to see here.

Kimberlee Ritchie
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Throe

cold and formless
still.
pulled,
cut and torn
face scraped.
smashed,
flexed
heated
dropped and spun
drenched and held tight
Centered.

Andrew Hardman
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Beyond Eyes

Here fished and spent brains are pieced out
to inquire debt and parse truth to judge
dole staples and ectoplasmic decor.
Here one discovers spiritual gravity when a wick
in such reflective quag.
Elsewhere livestock
in the midst of the thick
stitch buckles for mouths
that never close
save prophesized rain swells
and dams their nature.
Elsewhere awestruck
sans brands - sans cliques
queue up and see the celestial shine
of their electric umbilical
penetrating through tactile vein.
Elsewhere occuli
that have never known flesh
in the midst of the thick peel
to expose throats that have no needs
welcome and warm and blowing bliss.

Andrew Dean Miller
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For Her

I will resurrect belief in novelty
I will roll my sleeves up and
till plainness
by hand
for her
I will be of varying contrasts
absorbing just the right light
to reflect her season
her color
I will dream.
Dream of finding posture
of finding my
symmetry
I will quit pretending
what a man is

to know

I will roll breakfast nook mornings
on my tongue
wet with coffee, molasses emotion
and textured talk
of helping people
I will be a draughtsman
of sketchy notions
on trying to be clever
versus silence
I will burn my philosophy
dull my teeth
exposing my repertoire
of frailty
for her
I will be familiar and unfamiliar

Andrew Dean Miller
18

My Daisy

Elegant simplicity, contrasting
The superfluous complexion of all others;
Choice for delicate beauty,
The daisy is the happy flower.
Symbolic of its dainty qualities,
And sharing a permeating ambiance of happiness,
Is one who leaves her mark upon all who partake of her presence.
Elise is my daisy;
My happy flower.
With love.

Garret DeBry
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The Tiger

Le Tigre, after basement
Try to catch their matching outfits
Protests in New York, the heart of Harlem
Yesterday's movies
Growing Up
It really shows
And you can't really say that you're
better off dead.
But the truth steps into your ears
oozing out your eyes, And the nitrogen tears you cry

Ton Away

Tirne to get wet
Riots in the streets
uncivil wars, split the seams
I hear it come from you
At time of publication,
1 will destroy everything today.
Just say no to war.
Then the killing fields bleed dry.
Let it all come to an end.
It's total trash,
this oil for cash.

Derrek Wall
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Magazines

Take my soul out of your trees.
Drop my empathy on its knees.
Snowflakes fall like children's prayers.
Drop your fears into the sea.
Shake down nests of bumblebees.
And now you sleep on beds of sand.
Soot in ashtrays
Stars in Hands
W reek the Ha voe on thy dreams.
Make your fingers crack and bleed.
Put down your books and magazines.

Derrek Wall
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Vigil

Your skirt was riding up
I could see the bottom
of the control in your pantyhose.
In my embarrassment I covered
you with a blanket on the couch you
had fallen onto after teetering in on three inch heels,
buttons straining on your blouse,
hanging open like a mouth too
uncouth to know better, and showing
the ravines of your breasts.
I woke you and asked you
again, as I did every night, if you were
okay, Mother, so you would stop mumbling
and the small gasps of breath and because your hand
carelessly extends ov~r the side
of the couch with its long witch-like nails, painted
garish red, palm side up and the lines mapping
your future, so much like mine, frighten me.

Dawn J. Wilson
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Overwhelmed

The only concession I make is lotions of every kind to hide the
wrinkles that fail to hide the tired the dark circles the vending
machine repercussions the dry skin from lack of water the soda
shakes the coffee quivers the guilt salads I bring my son while I eat
graham crackers in front of an indifferent computer that reminds me
of my mistakes with red squiggles that I fix

Too tired from late night affairs with Office Assistant how many
words too burned out to care about chipping nail polish that my
clothes don't match that my movies are late that my horses are
shaggy that I have no idea that I wonder at what I don't see in the
faces around me that my citation page has a mind of its own that the
MLA gurus cringe that I see the mistakes in my sleep that I get up
and fix them

Make my son's lunch well balanced and nutritious but two extra
slices and a piece 9f fruit would drain my last reserve for sixty cents
trail mix will get me through my classes that ask for more work for
more study for more and more must take my son to a movie so he
doesn't forget me must set an example school is so important if you
want to get anywhere in life as I tuck him in and trudge back up the
stairs to my work to work through my distractions of the things I
need to do

Absent husband comes to visit should make him dinner should give
him attention should be the one to wake him up so he is not left
feeling left out should take time should make an effort poor man
works so hard for us needs to relax should make him happy poor
man that comes up during finals week that needs my attention should
be about him after a lonely hotel room three states away who needs
to sleep while my fingers dance to the point of exhaustion not his
fault poor man he groans when I wake him up trying to be quiet

Dawn J. Wilson
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Life at its Finest

Once I had legs, limbs that carried me across worlds.
So many places, they blurred together
in neon billboards and country farms.
Bounding leaps lead from home to home,
work as fast-paced as a fleeing dear,
then back to a building of love and soft carpet.
There was a time I had hands as well,
sturdy fingers adept at spinning, weaving
pictures with paint and pen alike.
Words both plain and eloquent spilled forth,
coating common sheets of lined paper.
A million ideas came into being
from behind dirty fingerprints.
I have neither now, only memories
that are at once both bitter and sweet.
Like the apple pie my hands once made.
r stare at dead skin, dangling bits of myself
that have given up their fight.
Faintly I hear their soft cracking,
my limbs sounding like two sticks
hit against each other again and again.
Bones battle beyond my sight,
smooth motion jarred and ugly now.
The sound is a constant reminder of my loss.
l hope my hearing will be the next to go.

Lisa Anderson
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Not All Prisons Are Iron

It's odd. For some reason, you tend to appreciate
something the most just before it's taken away. Take life, for
example.
**
This is the first time I've ever felt the wind. I've always
compared it to water in my mind; it's there to surround and support
you, yet it holds the power to drag you to your death at the bottom, a
power that deserves respect. Those aside, my comparison was all
wrong. In actuality, wind is very different from the flow of water.
When I think about it, wind is far more akin to fire.
I remember fire. I was born amidst the flames. Looking
back, I remember their protection the most. They cradled me with
all the gentleness an infant deserves, yet they were quick to drive off
any intruders with an unimaginable fierceness. I also remember
their movement; they constantly ebbed and flowed around and
through each other, almost like they were engaged in some intricate
dance. Always they comforted me, protecting without smothering.
Each took their turn for no more than a second or so, never giving
me the chance to focus on one individual over another. I remember
being truly happy there, and even now I look back with a longing
few would understand.
My joyful life was not to last though. Somehow, though to
this day I do not know how they did it, humans invaded my peaceful
world. Despite scorching attacks and agile retreats, their weapons
pushed through flames to ensnare me. What followed was personal
torture so painful, that I have spent my entire life burying the
memories of the scars it left behind.
They broke me. With strong magic they tore apart my very
soul, bending my spirit, molding it to their will. They hammered my
flesh and froze my blood; twisted and stretched, crushed and
flattened me. I was powerless to resist the form they gave me ...
powerless to return to the fires of my home.
I once thought that breaking someone, stealing everything
that makes one who they are, was enough of a torture to satisfy even
the most evil soul. The humans though, they didn't stop there. Once
I had healed from their abuse, they moved from torture to
imprisonment.
.
As prisons go, it wasn't what I had expected. There were no
centuries-old slabs of granite forming the walls; there were no cages
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of iron, rusty or otherwise; there weren't even shackles to bind me to
posts of wood or walls of stone, not that either would have held a
dragon. Instead they locked me in a room of solid glass. The floor
was a single pane of mirrored glass. The walls were nothing more
than giant windows, behind which humans could be seen passing by.
Those who stopped to look at me would do so for hours, gawking
with childlike abandon. l could keep nothing secret from their
prying eyes, for the mirrors and glass revealed all.
I tried to escape once. My cage had seemed so fragile that
I'd been sure of success. Again, the humans conquered me with
magic. Somehow the mirror beneath my feet held me in place and
kept me motionless. Time itself ended. I stopped eating, stopped
sleeping. I even stopped breathing after a while. For years I sat,
trapped in a cage of glass, a cage that could shatter with a single lash
of my tail. I sat there, frozen, but l didn't suffer alone.
Others shared my fate now and then. Most stayed no more
than a week, and most never said a word. I didn't pry, assuming
instead that they had their own problems to worry about. Once,
though, once I found a friend, at least for a short while. Cobalt had
been his name, a fellow dragon. A crystal dragon, he had sparkled
in the most brilliant shades of blue. Unlike the others, he'd had a
lively personality, one he had used to breathe life into countless tales
of myth and 1egend from the ancient cjays. He had told stories of
dragons fighting humans in glorious battles, tales of magical places
ripe with treasure. Out of all his stories though, the most impressive
had been the one about flying.
Long after Cobalt had disappeared, his story of flight would
still flow across my memory in vivid detail. That single story helped
me weather countless nights of loneliness. Dreams of the open sky
held back the darkness, and I know I wouldn't have survived without
them.
Things eventually changed for me. I remember that
morning well. A child, human like the rest, came to see me in my
prison. She smiled, waving eagerly at me. It was during my
moment of distraction that another human caught me, herding me off
into another prison. The new one was so small. All the light
vanished, and for a while I thought I was in some sort of burial
chamber. My new cage moved after a while, and then I realized I
was being taken to another place. Fearing the worst, I again thought
of Cobalt's stories to see me through the darkness.
Compared to my previous cage, my new prison was a far
better place. Instead of glass walls, I perched on an open ledge.
From such a high perch, I could actually enjoy fresh air and sunlight
now and then. I could see hazy walls in the distance, but it was easy
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for me to imagine them as nothing more than fog. One thing was the
same, though. Like before, magic held me frozen in place. This
time I sat on a small stone pillar instead of a mirror, but the effect
was the same.
For me lack of movement was a small price to pay. In my
new home, the bright-eyed child was my keeper. Every day she
visited me, and every day she would spend hours talking to me.
Like Cobalt, she told me stories; in hers however, the humans
always won. I didn't mind. Compared to the glass world, my new
home was paradise itself.
All good things must end eventually. Years passed, and the
child grew older and more distant. At first she seldom talked to me,
then later not at all. Eventually she vanished altogether. Soon
afterwards a shroud was drawn across the sun, and the once-hazy
walls moved in to crush my air. More years passed, but they were
years of total silence. Dim light and a layer of dust were my only
companions. I wondered if the child had died, or if I was just being
tortured again, as I had been so many times before.
By the time change came again, I had lost my spirit. I had
spent so much time frozen, I knew r would never move again, even
if the opportunity arose to do so. r no longer thought of Cobalt's
stories; they only taunted me with freedoms r would never have.
When the first shaking started, I hardly noticed. However, once the
coat of dust that covered me fell aside, I realized something was
happening. Suddenly the world seemed to tremble in fury. Silence
and dust scattered before such a powerful display of anger, and even
the magic holding me fled in the face of the world's wrath. In a
single instant I was free, but just as quickly that freedom was taken
away. The spell was gone, but I was in no shape to move. It wasn't
long before the ledge I had lived on for so long tilted, and then I was
falling.
So many are judged by the life they've lived. Did they treat
others with kindness or cruelty? Had they shown bravery or
cowardice in the face of danger? There are so many little things that
can be used to judge a soul. I used to think long and hard about such
things, yet the moment I started to fall, the only thought I could find
was Cobalt's story of flight.
This ... this must have been how the dragons of lore had felt.
The wind, like fire, rushed past. It cradled and smothered, protected
and challenged. It offered everything, but in an instant it could take
it all away. Most importantly, it danced. The wind danced like fire,
and it reminded me of my home.
It's odd. For some reason, you tend to appreciate
something the most just before it's taken away. Take life, for
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example. I have lived for countless years. I have felt joy and pain,
friendship and loneliness. Throughout it all, I have never felt as alive
as I do this very moment. The fires of my birth are akin to the winds
of my death, and both are akin to life itself.
In the end it, like with the flames, it is all one giant dance.
Everyone moves in their own pattern, at their own speed. It doesn't
matter how you dance, or if you merely watch. What matters is what
you will do once the music stops.
Death sounds like glass shattering in the silence.
- clink -

Lisa Anderson
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Suspects

Detective Samuel Isaacs blinked his eyes, trying to focus on
the swirling ceiling above him. His body was tingling with a slight
burning sensation in his chest. It was quite peaceful and time drifted
effortlessly around him. Distant voices came and went, and he made
out occasional snatches of dialog.
" ... paramedics ... "
"... stat. .. "

" ... critical. .. "
The voices all sounded so rushed and urgent, but he felt
calm lying there. Faces bent into view then disappeared. Some he
recognized and others he did not. One man he had never seen slid
something metal under his shirt, and suddenly sliced it open.
" ... no pulse ... "
" ... losing him ... "
" ... too much blood ... "
Suddenly, cold metal touched his chest and he heard
someone say, "Clear." Lightning shot through him, drawing his chest
up. The shock caused memories to lazily swirl through his mind. He
snatched at them as they passed and the puzzle began to come
together.
An image of a gun being held by a familiar face turned
suddenly to a muzzle flare. Sam could feel the impact as the bullet
pierced his chest. Betrayal filled his mind as he looked into the eyes
of the shooter. He knew this person. The person that shot him.
" ... we got something ... "
This seemed to content the person with the defibulator and
they receded. Sam knew they had to try, but he also knew that they
would fail. He had shot people before and knew that this was a kill
shot. Carefully he held his left hand in his jacket pocket with all his
remaining strength. No matter what happened to him it had to
survive. He gently closed his eyes and tried to remember what had
happened.
Detective Samuel Isaacs sipped his coffee and surveyed the
building ahead. The blue and red lights bounced against the walls
creating an eerie strobe effect. Bright white flashes lit the night air
all around the yellow police tape barrier, as the media swooped in to
try and snatch a front page. A uniformed wall of officers maintained
the integrity of the scene, and kept the vultures and rubber-neckers at
bay. The strangler had killed again and claimed a third victim. This
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was two in ten days; he was getting more brazen and daring. Sam
wished for a mistake on the killer's side.
The scene was hauntingly familiar. The victim was a single
female, age 23, who lived alone. All of the victims had been
between the age of 19 and 25 and held several similarities with this
victim. All of the girls lived in apartment complexes and were
enrolled in a college nearby. This fact intensified the search for Sam
because these girls had so much prospect and possibilities. No one
deserved to die, but these girls were just so young. He couldn't help
picturing his niece at every scene. She would have been 22 had it not
been for that car accident that claimed her life at 18. It had been four
years now and it still got to him. He hated to imagine what these
girls' families were going through.
A car pulled up beside his and Sam waved at the driver.
Detective Danny Mantego. He was dressed in a dark suit, white
shirt, and dark red tie. He looked more like an FBI agent than a
detective, and who knew, at the rate he excelled maybe he would be.
"What's up, Partner?" Danny sounded his normal confident
self, but Sam couldn't help noticing the tension in his voice. These
cases were getting to everyone and it was easy to get bogged down
in it.
Sam crushed his styrofoam coffee cup and tossed it into his
car's open window. "It's our guy again, same MO, same everything,
the son of a bitch got another one." Sam pulled his kit from his car
and rolled up the window.
Danny grimaced, "The world these days is going to hell and
no one is exempt. It makes you glad you haven't got kids."
"Yeah, I'd never bring a child into this." Sam motioned
with his free arm, "We got a walk, her room's on the third floor, the
building's not wheel chair accessible, no elevator."
They elbowed their way through the crowd and fought the mob
of reporters and gawkers. Microphones were pushed into their faces
and questions were shouted, but garbled by the multitude. "No
comments," Sam half-yelled over and over until they finally arrived
at the barrier tape. The officers guarding the perimeter waited
patiently as Sam lifted his windbreaker to reveal the gold badge
attached at his belt. The officer waved him through and awaited
Danny.
Sam rearranged the kit that hung from his left shoulder and walked
nearly ten paces before he realized Danny was still talking to the
guard. He was nervously fishing around in his pockets to no avail.
"Where is the damn thing?" he muttered irritably. The officer grew
impatient as every second slowly ticked by.
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"We need to see your badge, sir." The officer muttered
none too nicely.
Danny checked every pocket before starting over. "I have it
somewhere I promise."
"Just let him through, he's with me." The officer eyed Sam
for a minute before waving Danny through. Danny sighed with
relief, adjusted his jacket, and then stepped across the tape.
Sam and Danny walked the steps in silence as they
transversed the three flights of stairs leading to the crime scene. Sam
broke the silence somewhere on the second floor. "Where is your
shield Danny?"
Danny cleared his throat to try and mask his
embarrassment. "I don't know, I thought I had it...must have
dropped it somewhere."
"You better hope the chief doesn't find out or you're dead.
Retrace your steps and find it by morning. The worst thing that could
happen would be that some asshole has it and impersonates an
officer to do who knows what, or sells it. They can make quite a bit
on the streets for. .. "
"Enough, I know already, I could be really screwed, but I
won't, because I'll find it."
They both jumped as they hit the third floor and almost ran
right into Chief Patrick Reynolds. He stood in the hall that led to the
victim's room. The yellow crime scene tape crisscrossed the door,
boldly announcing their destination. Chief Reynolds stood about five
ten and weighed just over two hundred. He had a clean shave and a
full head of hair. He looked younger than his age and was always the
best person to have in charge. He was alert and prepared for
anything. His gravelly voice barked out orders as they arrived.
"Detective Mante go, I want you to handle the photography
while Detective Isaacs runs the logs, the sketching, and the
documentation. I've just talked to the responding officer and he
touched nothing. He got the call from one of the vic's friends saying
she just walked in on the scene. She claims to have 'freaked out' and
just ran, so as far as we know, it's pristine." He paused to catch his
breath and allow time for his orders to settle. "It's just like the others
and we sure need some leads. Whatever you do, don't screw up." He
waved his hand and stepped aside. With Reynolds they knew that
was the dismissal sign.
As they walked into the apartment Sam was reminded of
college and the times he had. The apartment was small with the
minimal furnishings, probably all second-hand. It reminded Sam of a
hotel room more than an apartment. A bed and dresser were in one
corner while the kitchen was in the opposite. A couch sat between
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the two and a door Jed to the small bathroom equipped with a sink, a
toilet, and a shower. A glaring difference struck him between this
scene and the others. This girl must have broken loose and bought
herself more time to put up a fight. A lamp was broken on its side
and a glass broken on the floor. Pillows were thrown across the
room, but even as much as the girl fought, it still Jed to the same
result as the others.
The girl's body was flung across the bed sideways. She was
fully-clothed and lying on her stomach. Sexual assault was not a
factor and it never was in any of these Strangler cases. A pillow
covered her head, and locks of her blonde hair hung out from
underneath it. One of her arms was draped across the bed and
dangled off the other side. Sam and Danny both had on latex gloves
and paper shoe covers to protect against contamination. Danny's
camera flashed as he snapped the pertinent images of the scene. Sam
documented every detail about the condition of the apartment. The
lighting, the smells, the temperature, and then moved on to the
details of the scene. There was evidence of a struggle, like broken
items. The killer probably muffled the victim's face with a pillow as
he garroted her from behind. Danny snapped close-ups of the harsh
reddish track around her throat caused by the instrument that slowly
sucked her life away.
The last scenes turned out to. be absent of any probative
evidence, but who knew, the perp had to make a mistake some time.
After the initial documentation and search were complete little
yellow evidence markers littered the room. It was then that Reynolds
poked his head in.
"The medical examiner has arrived for the body pickup.
Isaacs, document any changes and help in any way you can.
Mantego, I need you out here, we have a witness who thinks they
might have saw our guy."
"Uh oh," Sam whispered as he watched Danny snap off his
gloves, "I hope he doesn't find out about your badge."
"Shut up, Partner." The sarcasm dripped from his voice.
Reynolds led Danny to the other end of the hall and into the
stairwell. He checked twice to make sure they were alone. Danny
instantly knew what this was all about. After the second murder they
began to suspect a cop. A cop fit the profile, based on the knowledge
and skill the perpetrator possessed. He knew every move and
protocol and seemed to know exactly what not to do. A cop fit as a
primary suspect to the letter, and the cop they wanted was his
partner. Samuel Isaacs.
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Reynolds' voice sounded more grating at a whisper.
"Watch Isaacs, damnit. He can't be allowed to escape again. We
need some solid evidence and a good lead. You're his partner so get
it."
"It sounds like you have already made up your mind. What
if it's not him? Huh? What then? I've been his partner for years."
"I don't like this any better than you, but everything we
have points to him. It may be all circumstantial but it is still
evidence."
Danny hesitantly gave in. "Okay, Chief, I'll keep an eye on
him, but what about that witness?"
"She's just two doors down from the vie and thinks she saw
a man approach the door this afternoon. I'll let you speak to her,
you'll be surprised, we might just have our break."
Sam watched as the Medical Examiner Unit removed the
body and took careful notes of everything they did. His mind
wandered to the scene and he wondered how the intruder gained
entry. There was no forced or jimmied lock and it would be
foolhardy to do in an occupied apartment hallway anyway. The
apartment was on the third floor so the window was probably out.
She must have let the person in, which meant she knew them or
trusted them enough to let them inside.
After he got inside, Sam figured the killer turned up either
the television or the radio to mask the noise and, being a college
apartment, no one would really mind. Then he turned it off as he left.
Sam made mental notes to thoroughly dust all those surfaces as well
as any other strange surfaces he might have touched. Chances were
the killer wore gloves, but determination sometimes pays.
After the body was removed Sam carefully combed the bed
for any trace evidence that could be destroyed. He took the lifts and
packaged them in plastic evidence bags, which he then sealed with
tape and signed. It was then when he caught sight of the piece of
evidence that would catch the killer. The dying girl secretly stashed
it in hopes of catching her murderer. Carefully he retrieved it from
the narrow space between the bed and the wall where the girl's
lifeless hand had dangled just moments before. The item was
completely hidden from view, and Sam was sure it infuriated the
killer when he lost it.
Danny passed the medical examiner unit and had just left
the Chief who was at the moment going for backup. Danny was
alone with his thoughts as he headed back to the crime scene and his
partner who was just moments ago fingered as the strangler.
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The witness testimony was that an officer in police blues
knocked on the victim's door and was admitted. The witness didn't
think much about it since it was an officer and they were in uniform.
Besides, it was a college dorm and maybe they were following up on
a complaint. Danny knew the real reason that the witness never
noticed the officer leave, was that he was probably too busy flushing
his drugs. Danny swore he was still flying high when they
questioned him.
Reynolds wanted to jump on this lead as soon as possible.
He felt that combined with the other evidence, Sam made a prime
suspect. He was scared to use the radios so he wanted to get backupin person. As much as Danny hated doing it, Sam was going to be
arrested and questioned as the Strangler.
As Danny neared the apartment door he caught a glimpse of
Sam placing something in his jacket pocket. At a glance it looked
like an evidence bag. "What did you find?"
Sam jumped and nervously stood straight. "Nothing much
more than we already did."
Danny knew there was something Sam wasn't telling him.
"C'mon Sam what did you find?"
"Just some fibers, but it's really nothing, I'll bet-they are just
common cotton that match the victim's clothing anyway."
Danny didn't believe Sam for a second. Danny pulled the
semi automatic from his side holster and leveled it at Sam's chest.
Sam's eyes widened in shock. "What the hell are you doing?"
Danny remained unchanged. "Don't do it, Sam. Take your
hands out of our pockets and raise them where I can see them. l will
shoot, you're under. .. "
"Danny you won't shoot me, you'll never get away with
it ... c'mon we're partners."
Danny pulled the slide on his gun, jacking a round into the
chamber. The silence was ominous. Sam's look of surprise slowly
melted to rage. "All those years Danny, how could you throw it
away? I thought you wanted to go with the FBI?"
Danny caught the glance in Sam's eye and they both knew
what the other was thinking. Sam's hands remained in his pockets;
hidden in his right hand he fingered the trigger of his own
police-issued semi auto. He had hidden it is his jacket shortly before
Danny arrived. Carefully he tried to mentally aim at Danny's chest
without drawing the gun into sight. Satisfied with the positioning he
pulled the trigger. Danny pulled the trigger precisely the same
moment.
Sam's bullet was off target and took Danny in the left
shoulder, while Danny's bullet struck Sam square in the chest. Sam's
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grip failed and his gun fell from its hiding place and clattered to his
side. He fell heavily against the bed. Gripping the sheets with his
free hand he tried to stand, but managed to only pull the sheets down
to the floor with him. He slid slowly to the ground, leaving blackish
red stains in his wake.
Danny gripped his wounded shoulder and pulled free his
radio. "We need an EMS now." He briskly walked to Sam and
kicked his gun clear of his reach. Danny holstered his own pistol,
and dropped to his knees next to Sam.
Sam tried to say something but only managed a weak
cough. Blood sputtered down his chin. He eyes stared at the ceiling,
but his left hand stayed secured in his jacket pocket.
Danny applied pressure to the wound until the EMS unit
arrived. He could hear the backup in the hall. "Detective." A voice
yelled.
"It's clear." Danny responded, "Make room for the
paramedics. Get them in here."
He knew now what had happened to all those girls. The
killer was one of them. He had maneuvered through all of the
scenes and been trusted by the police, the witnesses, and victims
alike. Sam clutched the evidence packaged in his pocket. The one
mistake the killer had made was right there sealed in evidence tape
with Sam's signature. The damning piece of evidence was Danny
Mantego's badge, with blue fabric still attached to where it had been
ripped from his blues. Sam knew it would house the victim's
fingerprints, and maybe even some blood if the killer was injured in
the struggle. It provided the victim-killer-crime scene link they
needed and he would die protecting it. He knew that when the lab
tested the evidence it would hang Danny. The paramedics gave Sam
another jolt from the defib as he flat-lined again. They had at this
point moved him onto a stretcher and rushed him down the hall. He
smiled in victory as life passed from him. He had caught the
Strangler.
Danny watched as Sam's body was lifted onto the gurney
and the legs snapped upright. An officer approached and requested
Danny's gun, which was standard procedure in officer- involved
shootings. It was all a daze, and the night's events seemed so unreal.
Why did Sam have to shoot him? He could have lived, and not be
bleeding out on his way to the hospital. Danny leaned against the
nearest wall and slowly slid to a sitting position, he felt like he was
going to be sick. The bandage on his arm was speckled with blood,
but that wasn't what bothered him. In his mind he kept seeing Sam
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falling to the ground with blood gushing from his chest. It repeated
over and over like a sickening, broken movie. Why did he do it,
damn it?
Danny's only comfort came from the thought that the
murders were over. He had reassurance that the Strangler was
defeated, and even though it was his partner all along Danny had
caught him.
Reynolds finally made it back to his car. He unlocked the
door and slumped in. The media would have a windfall for
tomorrow's edition. An officer slain and a killer captured. He would
deliver his statement soon and release the details.
They had found a crucial piece of evidence that linked
Danny to the last victim. The badge they found in Sam's pocket
would seal the case. It would be a great case for the prosecution and
a bane on the defense. Reynolds was satisfied with the outcome and
couldn't have planned it better. When he left the badge he knew it
would be found, but the silly girl in her fight for life had arranged it
all so much better. Authentic, if you will.
All the girls' faces whose lives he had slowly snuffed out,
became the selfish bitches he met throughout life. _Their rejections
and insults all led them to their fates. o, none of these girls had hurt
him, but he knew they had probably hurt others. They were women,
weren't they? He loved to see the terror in their eyes and imagine the
homecoming queen or the prissy girl in the office below his. He
smiled as he remembered the last victim. She fought for her life,
literally. Too bad it was all in vain. It all went as planned, just as it
always had.
Suddenly, an officer in uniform tapped on his window breaking
the trance he was in. He slowly rolled down the window. "Umm Sir,
the media wants something to print. .. are you ready to give them
something?"
"Sure, I'll be there in a minute." The officer left, and Reynolds
primped in the rearview mirror. He had to look good if his face was
going to be on camera for capturing a killer. He smiled at his
reflection then stepped out of the car. It had turned out to be quite a
good night.

Robert Oliver
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Players

I couldn't help noticing the slight, quick jerks of
movement in the cold, damp, wilted grass. I would not have
expected to see one of these pesky little critters during this time of
year. It was obvious at this point that while on a hunt for food, or a
place to escape the cold and the damp, he had met with even greater
misfortune, for he had become a player in a game that he would not
win.
The grass around him had no choice but to remain rooted
when the snow fell. Now the icy crystals had melted and
metamorphosized into a form that could hide within the frosty soil.
The grass, once green, straight and crisp, now lay flattened and
withered from the weight of the snow. It no longer had much to
offer as a place for even this tiny creature to hide from the four eyes
now focused on it.
Perhaps the scarcity of food and the chill of the season had
driven it to some sort of animal suicide. Regardless of the reason
for him being there, he now had no way out. The small form on the
ground may just as well have been rooted in the soil like the grass
around it, for his c_hances of escaping now were as gone as the
snow. The two much larger forms watching and waiting for every
move must have seemed like some sort of primeval monsters. I
was witnessing a scene as old and primitive as time and creation
itself, and knew that the ultimate result for the tiny plaything would
be the same whether this was some sort of creature suicide or an
unfortunate end to a hunt for food.
The "Monsters" sat poised across from one another, ready
and waiting for this newly discovered toy to move again. As their
snakelike eyes watched intently for any hint of an attempted escape,
their pointed, radar-like ears were constantly moving, scanning,
identifying every other sound going on around them, almost as
though the ears themselves had tiny little eyes on their points and
could "see" the cause of other noises. Their noses, centered
between horizontal, antennae-like whiskers, were constantly
sampling the air, their tails swishing to and fro as if feeling for a
possible invader approaching from the rear. All their senses were
focused on the mouse, and the acquired information was being fed
into the central processors: their primitive hunter/ killer minds.
I couldn't help but wonder what was going through the
mind of the mouse. Was it hoping to be pulled down under the soil
by some means, to hide with the roots of the grass from everything
that was light and life? Was it capable of any thoughts at all? It
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was probably in some sort of shock. I felt sorry for the little guy,
and hoped, for his sake, that it would all be over soon.
As I watched in fascination, my wife came out of the
house. Realizing that my attentions were focused towards our cats,
she too noticed the little drama of life and death taking place.
Now my wife is the type of person that would have you
believe that she has compassion for all living things, but I have
learned over the years that there are a few exceptions. I can think of
two things that she would completely and totally annihilate from the
universe if she could have her say: One has eight legs and causes
her to emit blood curdling shrieks, the other only has four legs, but
an extra long tail, beady little eyes, and extra long whiskers, that all
seem to be out of proportion with the rest of its body. My wife
can't stand to be in the same county with either of these, and when
they're in the house, I am the one who must quickly and efficiently
deal with them.
In our house, therefore, I am officially in charge of
"Creature Control." Spiders are relatively easy to control, thanks to
modern chemicals and the occasional "Mash" job; however, mice
are another story. One particular season a few summers ago, a
number of the unwelcome, four legged variety found sanctuary in
our basement, and our comfortable, relaxed home life suddenly
became very challenged. I tried all the methods and traps that WalM art had to offer, but after dealing with our unwanted visitors for a
couple of weeks, I came to the conclusion that the mice were outsmarting me.
With my ego badly damaged and my wife ready to
abandon the house, we decided to acquire a couple of skilled
assassins. That is when our two cats, Pebbles and Dash came on the
scene. Within the week, the problem was solved, the marriage was
saved, and my ego eventually healed. Now, as I watch this literal
game of cat & mouse, though I feel sorry for the mouse, I am glad
to see that our two little monsters are still earning their keep.
Although my wife was fully aware of my interest in the
drama, her only interest was to leave, the sooner the better! (After
all, we were still in the same county.) Her need to leave was
intensified when, suddenly she noticed some life left in the little
fellow. "Oh, I hope he doesn't get away and get in the house!" I
had noticed the same sluggish movement and said, "He won't be
making it anywhere close to the house." The little fellow wasn't
moving with any sense of direction and had probably come to the
realization that any movement on his part only brought about more
painful attacks from the monsters.
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As my wife and I drove off to our own adventures, I
glanced one more time to watch the smaller, all black cat, stride off
across the wet turf with what was left of their toy in her mouth. Her
larger, lazier, grey-striped brother was tagging along behind as if to
say, "Wait-up, I wanna play some more!"
I thought to myself how much they were like their much
larger African cousins. The males seem to sit around lazily all day
and gaze through barely slit open eyes at the vastness around them,
scanning for something to eat or, perhaps, something to play with.
Meanwhile, the stealthier females are out there getting the job done.
(I had no doubt that it was our female that had initially caught the
mouse.) Once the meal is acquired and properly prepared, all the
male has to do is stroll over and dig in for his fair(?) share.
My wife spoke again, suddenly bringing me back to
reality. "Do you think it will get away and get in the house?" "No,
dear," I said, "not even if it was able to try." I couldn't help seizing
the opportunity to now play with her. "The poor little fellow was
only trying to scratch out an existence by finding some food, and
suddenly became the helpless victim of your cats!" "What are you
talking about?" she said. "It's a mouse-you
know I hate mice. I
don't want any more in the house!" "I thought you had compassion
for all living things." I said, continuing to toy with her, "That little
fellow is going to die a slow, cold, painful death, and all you can do
is hope that it won't escape and get in the house!" "You're acting
kind of weird," she said, becoming a little ruffled, "You know I
can't stand mice and spiders."
How well I knew indeed. Many times I have been
awakened out of a pleasant, dreamy nap, to the sound of a chilling
scream, half expecting to find an injured or dead family member
near the source, and realizing, as consciousness quickly returned,
that it was just my wife again, requiring my skills at creature
annihilation.
"Do mice play possum?" "What?" I said. She repeated a
second time, "Do mice play possum? Do you think that mouse will
pretend to be dead, and Pebbles and Dash will then leave it alone,
and it will somehow get in the house?" She was obviously quite
concerned. I decided to not push her vanishing sense of humor any
further. "Not a chance, dear, and if it does, I'm sure that I will be
the one who will have to deal with it."
As we drove on, I continued to mentally ponder the
predator/ victim, player/ plaything relationship in life and nature.
One need only to watch the news every night, or the Discovery
Channel, to know that events happening continually on this orb are
sometimes too wild and primitive, others mundane, even boring,
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and yet others quite comical. Even as we deal with daily events in
our own personal lives, is there not One that watches over the
Universe like a great chess master watching over His everexpanding board, constantly analyzing His game plan?
"What are you thinking about?" she said, pulling me back
once again. "You seem to be miles away and strangely distant?"
"Oh, nothing much." I mumbled. "How would you like to get a
bite to eat, then go home and play a game ofClue 9 "

Jan Johnson
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